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restaurants, cheap theatres, gaudy shops, glar-

ing pool rooms gave way to dark and less

gilded haunts of vice. Here at the corner was
the house. With a trepidation- he could not
conceal. Father Bryson placed his hand on the

old-fashioned iron knocker. Instantly the

door opened, and in the dim light Dan Malone
and the priest saw some terrified females
crouching around. One came forward saying,

'/You'se the Catholic priest, ain't yeh!"
Dan gruffly answered, "Where's that sick

woman ?

"

Very meekly she led the way upstairs, Dan
with his hand on his mace. Father with his

hand on the Blessed Sacrament. From the

floor above could be heard distinctlj^ the loud
stertorous breathing of one suffering from
heart paroxysms. The door of the first room
on the landing was open. In an armchair,
propped up by pillows, was a young Negress,
seemingly in her death agony. Telling Dan
and the other occupants to withdraw for a few
moments. Father thought of the Master Whom
he held in his breast and of those words of His
that have rolled down through the centuries,

"Neither will I condemn thee. Go, and sin no
more." They had told him over the telephone
that her name was Mary,—Mary Brown. And
again came the thought of the Master and of

the sinless and sinful Marys of the Gospel.

With a prayer to Our Lord and His Mother to

help him, he began^
"Mary, when did you last go to confession?"
"Haven't been to confession. Father," came

in halting tones.

"I mean, how long is it since your last con-

fession, two, three, four, or ten years?"
"Never have been to no confession," said

Mary again.

"Did you ever receive Holy Communion,
ever make your First Communion ?

"

"No, Father, never as I knows."
"Were you baptized a Catholic?"
"No, Father, never had any water poured

on me."
Father Bryson was puzzled. Once again he

took up the questioning.

"Ever attend a Sisters' school, Mary?"
"No, Father, never did go there."

"Then, why in God's name did you send for

a Catholic priest?"

"Jes 'cause Doctor says I'm dying. Father.
I wanted to die a Catholic—wants to be witli

my God, because I knows he won't turn out his

poh brack sheep that calls on Him "

The struggling breath became shorter.

Mary motioned for something. One of the

women outside came forward, gave her a

stimulant which seemed to revive her. The
voice became strong and clear. "Father,
listen, thirty years ago, when I was a small
girl, my mother washed very Monday at the

priest's house. She done took me with her,

'cause I was too little to go to school. I re-

member one day as I was playing around, one
of the Fathers, he was a young man just like

you, Father, patted me on the head and said,

'Little girl, who made you?' I said, 'no one
ever done tell me that.' Then he said he was
going to tell me, and I must never forget it.

God made me and made everything else,—and
made the earth and the sky, and the birds and
the flowers, and everything good to see and
nice to eat." Mary's breath again became
labored, as she sought to enumerate the various
creative acts. Father Bryson told her that

would do, but( Mary was not satisfied. "This
here. Father," she added, "done tell me I must
love God and I tells him back that I wasn't
acquainted with him and I just can 't love when
I doesn't know.

"The priest said he was going away but he
would give me a little book that done tell me
all about God and how to love him. He said,

'Child, keep that book all your life, learn to

read and then read it every day. Here,
Father, is the little book,' Mary drew out a

very soiled, dilapidated, dog-eared catechism,

and with a great sigh of relief continued, "I
done know everything inside that book.
Father." And she did. Father Bryson heard
her repeat the prayers, which she knew and
said every day. The commandments, sacra-

ments, she knew in theory if not in practice.

Everything was ready and in less than an hour
three sacraments were administered to the

dying penitent. The ambulance from St.

Francis Hospital was hastily summoned and
Mary was taken from her squalid surroundings
into the holy home of the good St. Francis.

On the evening appointed Father Bryson
started out to visit Mr, Schuler. He was filled

with that joy which priests alone experience
who bring back to the friendship of Christ a

great sinner. "The mercy of the Lord is won-
derful," his heart was singing all day long,

for he felt that Mary's conversion had given

real joj^ in heaven, and he—the Lord's humble
servitor—was the cause of that joy.

Mr. Schuler lived in one of those beautiful

brown stone mansions on the West Side. The
house was perfect in its appointments. Everj^-

thing in it bespoke the quiet cultured taste of

wealth and refinement. Father Bryson was
ushered into the library, and in a few moments
Mr. Schuler appeared. His face still showed


